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House of Burgess: Ever wanted just to 
disappear? 
Rapper Tim Dog may have faked his own death. 


By Rob Burgess 
Tribune columnist 


In February, I read a short news story that barely caught my attention. A 
relatively minor figure in the history of East Coast rap, Timothy “Tim Dog” 
Blair, had reportedly died at the age of 46 of a seizure connected to his 
diabetes. At the dawn of the ’90s, Tim Dog was briefly a lightning rod 
during the early days of the bitter East Coast/West Coast rap feud. Since 
then, he had mostly slipped from public consciousness. Until last week, that 


was pretty much all I knew or thought about Tim Dog. Then, everything 


changed. 


“A Desoto County, Mississippi judge has issued an arrest warrant for rapper 
‘Tim Dog’ who is supposed to be dead,” reported Sabrina Hill of WREG on 
May 21. “Tim Dog ... was convicted of swindling a Southhaven, Miss. 
woman in 2011, but it was reported he died in February. Hernando 
Prosecutor Steven Jubera says if Tim Dog is alive, he’s pulling off the 
greatest scam ever in the history of hip hop. And if he’s alive, he’s also 


going to jail.” 


What a twist! Well played, Tim Dog, well played. You have my attention 
now. Before I get ahead of myself and to be fair to Mr. Dog’s victim, Esther 
Pilgrim, his crimes do sound pretty sleazy. The result of these misdeeds 


provide more than enough motive for the desire to vanish. 


“Blair was sentenced in August 2011 to 14 days in jail and five years on 
probation for swindling $32,000 from a woman who met him on an online 
dating site four years earlier,” reported Holbrook Mohr of the Associated 
Press on Friday. “He was ordered to pay about $19,000 in restitution. Blair 
is from New York, but had been living in Atlanta. The Fulton County medical 


examiner’s office there said there was no record of his death.” 


This should once and for all answer the questions of people who ask why we 


require a death certificate before publishing obituaries in the newspaper. 
Now you know. In Tim Dog’s case, blind trust and shoddy journalism led us 
to this point. The whole reason anyone thought he was dead in the first 
place was because of a story written by hip hop magazine The Source, 
which has since removed the story from its website. None of the subsequent 
stories related to the death provided anything in the neighborhood of 


verifiable details connected to his supposed departure. 


“The situation was further muddled when Pilgrim sent a friend to Atlanta to 
search for Blair’s death certificate, and was unsuccessful,” reported Daniel 
Martin of The Guardian on Thursday. “Jubera says he will drop the warrant 
if the rapper’s death can be proven. However, even Blair’s former producer 
Cedric ‘Ced Gee’ has cast doubt on the death — he refused to speak at 


Blair’s funeral after family members could not produce a death certificate.” 


This is outstanding. I love stories like this. I am always interested in hearing 
tales of regular citizens, armed only with their own wits, who are able to 
pull off capers of this magnitude. It’s the same reason I was always 
fascinated by people like D.B. Cooper (who made off with more than 
$200,000 in ransom money after parachuting from an airplane in 1971) and 
Frank Abagnale (whose real-life exploits were chronicled in the 2002 film 
“Catch Me if You Can.”) I think this springs from the disgust I feel every 


time I read another tale of white collar criminals being punished for 


committing massive corporate fraud with slaps on the wrist, while people 
like you and me get the book thrown at them for far less. The poor get 
humiliated on the TV show “Cops,” while the rich often get stern words and 


nothing more for their offenses. 


So, Tim Dog, if you’re reading this: First, I hope you’re not actually dead. 


Second, if you aren’t: Run, Tim Dog! Run! 


Rob Burgess, Tribune night editor, may be reached by calling 765-454- 
8577, via email at rob.burgess@kokomotribune.com or on Twitter at 


twitter.com/robaburg. 


